The eententuH of the two fmotu TJoufes^ 

I fay Sonterfct is more worthy then Torke, 

Torkf, lie tell thee Sttffol^ why I am not worthyi 
Becaufe I cannot flatter as thou canfl. 

fVar, And yet the worthy deeds that 7*ori^hath done. 

Should make him worthy to be honoured hecre, 

Suft Peace hcad-ftrong Watrwtckf. 

War. Image of pride, wherefore fliould I peace ? 

Sttf, Becaufe heere is a man accufde of Treafon, 

Pray God the Duke of Yorkg do clearc himfelfc. 

Ho, bringdiither the Armourer andhis man. 

€Mer the Armourer and his man. 

If it pleafe your Grace, this fellow here, hath accufed his mafter 
ofhighTreafon, andhiswordcs wetethefe: That the Duke of 
Torke was lawfull heire vnto the Crowne, and that your Grace 
was an vfurper. ; 

Torhe. I befccch your Grace let him hauc what punnifhmcnt 
the Law will affootd for his villany. 

King. Come hither fellow, didft thou fpcake thefe words ? 

Arm. An’t (hall pleafe your worfhip, 1 ncuer fayde any fuch 
matter, God is my witnelTc, lam falfely accufed by this villcn 
hecre. 

Peter. Tis no matter for that, you did fay fo. 

Torke. I bcfecch your Grace, kt him haue the Law. 

Armorer, Alas mafter, hang me if euer I fpake the words. My 
accufer is my prentice, and when I did correal him fw his fault 
the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that he wuuld be euen 
with mec : I haue good witneffe of this, and therefore I befeech 
your worfhip do not caft away an honeft man for a villaines ac- 
cufation. 

King, VnclcGIoftcr, what do you thinke of this i 

The law my Lord is this by cafe, it refts fu^itious. 
That a day of combate be appointed, 

And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With ftaues and Sandbags, combatting 
In 5mithficld,before your royall Maiefiy. $xitHumfr^> 

And I accept the combate willingly. 

peter 


Yorke and LanceBer, 

peter. AlalTc my Lord, I am not able for to fighti 

Suf. You muft eitlier fight firra, or elfe be bang’d : 

Go take them hence againe to prifon. . Exit with thettu. 

The ^ueene letsfaU hergtoue, and hits the Dutcheffe of 
Cloftery a voxe on the ears, 

j^«»e.Giuemc my gloue. Why Minion canyounotfee ? 

Shee fir ikes her. 

I cry you mercy Madam, I did miftakcj 
1 did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor, Did you not proud French-woman i 
Could I come neere your dainty yifage with my naylcs, 
I’defetmy ten commandments in your face.. 

King. Be patient gentle Auut, 

It was againft her will. 

Elnor. Againft her will. Good King (hee’ll dandle thee. 

If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul’d by her. 

But let it reft : as furc as I do hue, ^ 

She (hall not ftrikeDame £/»er vnreueng’d. 

Exit Elnor. 

King. Belccuc me my loue, thou wert much too blame : 
vWOUld not-for a thoufand pounds of Gold, 

^My Noble Vnckle had beene-hcere in place. . 

Enter DukeHumfreji 

But fee where he comes ; Tam gladhemcthcrnoti- 
Voklc Glofter, what anfwer makes your Grace, 

Concerning our Regent for the Realme of France, 

Whom thinkes your Graccis meeteft for to fend. 

Hum. My gracious Lord, then this is my refoluc. 

For that thefe words the Armourer (hould fpcake, 

Doth btcede fufpition on the part ofYorkc, 

LetSomerfet be Regent ote the French, . 

Till trials made, and Yorkcmay clease himfelfc. 

Kino, Thenbe it fo, my Lord ofSomerfet, 

We midcey our Grace Regent ouer theFrencb, 

And to defend our right ’gainft fortains foes. 



